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A  Parson,  John  by  name,  both  wise  and  good. 
Having  the  cure  of  souls  at  Riverwood, 

One  morning  in  July  sat  down  and  tried 
To  write  his  sermon,  tried  in  vain,  and  sighed. 
The  text  was  chosen  and  ’twas  excellent. 

But  barren  was  his  mind  of  th’argument. 

Yet  in  that  parsonage  house  old  and  remote. 
And  that  same  library  wherein  he  wrote. 

For  centuries  divines  of  sterling  worth 
Their  weekly  homilies  had  brought  to  birth. 
There,  at  a  very  moderate  computation, 

Ten  thousand  texts  had  found  some  illustration, 
Whence  twenty  Vicars  had  deduced  in  turn 
Lessons  for  their  parishioners  to  learn. 

Some  holy  aura  from  whose  ghosts  distilled 
Might  surely  their  successor’s  soul  have  filled. 

This  Vicar  was  a  scholar,  with  a  mind 
Soon  touched  by  influence  of  every  kind. 

He  had,  alas  !  nor  children  dear  nor  wife, 

No  mercenary  care  assailed  his  life, 
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So  he  had  ample  time  to  muse,  to  dream 
On  things  which  to  the  busy  idle  seem, 
Living  from  other  folk  somewhat  apart 
Both  in  the  joys  and  sorrows  of  his  heart. 

To-day  a  sense  of  boding  filled  his  soul, 

Of  Fate’s  dread  ineluctable  control. 

Of  grim  disaster  moving  on  the  world 
And  at  the  happiness  of  mankind  hurled. 

Of  death  and  wounds  in  bitter  endless  fight, 
Of  partings  and  bereavement  infinite. 

And  all  the  woe  unspeakable  which  Time 
Might  soon  evolve  from  Sarajevo’s  crime. 

In  this  same  dread,  mighty  already  grown, 
But  in  its  full  proportions  still  unknown, 
Already  many  a  Ruler,  Statesman,  King, 
With  fear  and  trembling  made  his  reckoning, 
And  to  his  armies  secret  orders  gave 
His  people  or  his  dynasty  to  save. 

But  stay,  this  too  heroical  a  strain 
To  quiet  Riverwood  will  scarce  pertain. 

In  Riverwood  few  spent  the  fleeting  hours 
Guessing  th’obscure  intentions  of  the  Powers. 
To  eat,  to  drink,  in  marriage  theirs  to  give, 
And  in  an  island  much  their  boast  to  live. 
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For  Riverwood  was  minded,  one  might  say, 

To  be  an  insula  in  insulci, 

Not  even  a  Drainage  scheme,  however  fair, 

Would  she  with  an  adjacent  village  share, 

But  jealously  preserved  her  rural  state 
From  urban  areas  inviolate. 

Her  only  links  with  distant  London  town 
Were  Mr  Tomlinson  and  Mr  Brown, 

Two  stockbrokers,  irreverent,  florid,  gay, 

Who  early  every  morning  raced  away 
In  motor-cars  to  Slapton,  whence  they  sped 
To  Town — to  earn  their  luxuries  and  bread, 

Men  modern  and  mundane,  prone  to  deride 
The  ancient  system  of  the  countryside, 

Yet  by  the  Squire’s  attentions  gratified. 

And  now  that  Squire,  Philip  of  Riverwood, 

Upon  the  Vicar’s  study  threshold  stood. 

Scarce  showed  one  wrinkle  on  his  sunbrown 
face, 

Yet  on  his  brow  of  care  there  was  a  trace, 

Though,  truly,  this  concern  was  not  a  fear 
Lest  Armageddon  might  be  drawing  near, 

Not  Austria’s  terms,  nor  all  they  might  imply, 
Obscured  the  wonted  brightness  of  his  eye, 
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Nor  horrid  dread  that  England,  falling  low, 

Might  gallant  France  abandon  to  the  foe 
(All  this  in  proper  season  he  would  weigh — 
Sufficient  is  the  evil  for  the  day), 

Nay,  the  immediate  purpose  of  his  mind 
The  very  best  Eleven  was  to  find. 

Eleven  heroes  good  and  true  to  “  down  ” 

The  haughty  cricketers  of  Slapton  town, 

Slap  ton,  the  neighbouring  borough,  which  had  sent 
A  certain  Otto  Krauss  to  Parliament. 

The  Vicar  to  his  cousin,  patron,  friend, 

Did  now  experience  and  counsel  lend, 

Himself  had  in  the  later  Eighties  played 
For  Oxford,  and  at  Lord’s  a  “  century  ”  made, — 

A  feat  that  to  his  parish  still  gave  ground 
For  thinking  that  his  doctrines  must  be  sound. 

Thence  they  proceed  to  topics  which  all  Squires 
Discuss  with  Vicars  in  all  English  shires, — 

The  County  Council  and  its  foolish  rules 
Framed  to  annoy  the  Managers  of  schools, 

And  whether  Farmer  Garraway  were  wise 
In  holding  last  year’s  haystack  for  a  rise, 

And  why  Sam  Smith,  the  blacksmith’s  son,  of  late 
Had  suddenly  become  a  runagate. 
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Leaving  his  work,  and  choosing  for  his  cronies 
Caitiffs  who  trespass  in  pursuit  of  conies, 

And  how  they  best  subscriptions  should  invite 
For  funds  to  keep  the  church  roof  watertight, 

And  what  a  pity  that  the  season’s  rain 
So  many  youthful  partridges  had  slain. 

And  Philip  some  apologetic  damns 
Bestowed  on  a  projected  line  of  trams, 

Designed  by  impious  Slapton  to  invade 
Riverwood’s  sacred  and  sequestered  glade. 

On  all  things  earthly  Philip  could  express 
Views  pondered  well  and  fraught  with  forcefulness* 
At  Balliol  by  Jowett  he  was  bred. 

And  deep  on  a  priori  truths  had  fed, 

Whence  he  deduced  rules  to  elucidate 

The  gravest  problems  of  the  Church  and  State. 

His  letters  to  The  Times ,  at  moments  ripe. 

Appeared  for  our  behoof  in  larger  type, 

And  very  frequently  occasioned  later 
Well-balanced  articles  in  The  Spectator 
On  subjects  such  as  Scotch  Afforestation, 

Migrating  Birds,  Cottage  Accommodation, 

What  Drinks  at  th’Inn  the  Labourer  should  demand. 
Then,  How  to  keep  the  Labourer  on  the  Land. 
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With  breezy  Bishop  Ingram  he  had  signed 
A  Strong  Appeal  to  Britain’s  Womankind 
Imploring  that  they  should,  for  Britain’s  sake. 

Their  nurseries  rather  more  populous  make. 

(Rachel,  his  wife,  mistress  of  humour  mild, 

This  Manifesto  read — and  inly  smiled.) 

Though  these  vagaries  moved  good  John  to 
mirth, 

Yet  well  he  knew  his  cousin’s  real  worth, 

And  how  he  day  by  day  his  efforts  bent 
To  make  his  Village  prosperous  and  content. 

This  was  a  period  of  time,  you  know. 

Two  years,  that  is  two  hundred  years,  ago, 

When  every  person  did  what  seemed  him  best, 

And  many  did  it  with  uncommon  zest. 

Movements  and  Guilds  and  Leagues  on  every  side. 

Societies,  Committees  multiplied 

Things  manifold  to  oppose  or  to  promote — 

Taxation  of  Land  Values,  Women’s  Vote, 
Faith-healing,  Morris-dancing,  Garden  Cities, — 

And  all  Committees  formed  their  Sub-Committees. 
Sometimes  to  John  the  nation  seemed,  as  it 
were, 

A  mansion  very  ancient,  very  fair. 
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Through  whose  wide  rooms  there  thronged  a  noisy 
crowd 

Of  gestures  violent  and  voices  loud. 

Some  said,  “  It  needs  but  alterations  few,” 

But  more  exclaimed,  “  Pull  down  and  build  anew  !  ” 
Quoth  one  of  record  noble,  manners  pure, 
f(  Pray  first  against  the  risk  of  Fire  insure  !  ” 

Whereat  the  others  cried,  with  frantic  ire, 

“  The  Owner  never  has  insured  for  Fire, 

Such  premiums  he  cannot,  must  not,  pay.” 

“  But  is  he  not  the  richest  man  to-day  ?  ” 

His  patron  now  struck  in  upon  the  musing 
In  which  the  worthy  John  himself  was  losing. 

“  Come  !  ”  cried  th’impatient  lord  of  Riverwood, 

“  Wake  up,  John,  from  your  introspective  mood. 

But  for  these  dreams  you  might  long  since  have 
worn 

A  Dean’s  neat  gaiters,  or  a  Bishop’s  lawn. 

Do  you  not  sometimes  weary  of  the  bounds 
That  circumscribe  a  country  Parson’s  rounds  ? 

Or  sometimes  wish  to  meet  men  prominent 
In  Art,  Society  or  Parliament, 

For  whom  your  learning,  character  and  wit 
Would  surely  make  you  a  companion  fit  ?  ” 
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“  Thanks,  Philip,  for  the  compliment  so  kind, 

But  now  to  change  my  lot  I  have  no  mind. 

Besides  that  in  my  own  poor  bones  the  spring 
Of  energy  is  ever  weakening, 

Social  ambition  seems  to  me  the  least 
Desirable  adornment  of  a  Priest. 

You  would  not  have  me  hire  a  London  house 
To  entertain,  for  instance,  Otto  Krauss, 

Who  now  with  Teuton  hand  from  England’s  store 
Yearly  abstracts  four  hundred  pounds,  or  more. 

And  as  for  Art  and  Letters,  those  fine  men 
Who  earn  great  fame  by  chisel,  brush  or  pen — 

On  them  methinks  I  see,  as  over  all 
The  hierarchs  of  peace,  a  Shadow  fall. 

Time  was  I  wished,  but  long  to  wish  have  ceased. 

To  sit  amongst  the  great  ones  at  the  feast, 

To  drink  the  purple  wine,  to  share  th’estate, 

And  to  frequent  the  mansions  of  the  great ; 

Then,  on  a  day,  some  inward  prompting  made 
The  garish  splendours  of  the  world  to  fade ; 
Ambition,  talents  glorified,  seemed  vain, 

And  this  our  quiet  life  not  loss  but  gain  ; 

My  books,  friends,  garden — only  these  seemed  good. 
And  the  old  church  I  serve  in  lliverwood.” 
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And  Philip  smiled  at  praise  of  Riverwood, 
Unknowing  how  the  matter  really  stood. 

For  John,  indeed,  by  habit  and  by  age 
Yearly  grew  fonder  of  his  parsonage  ; 

Yet  was  he  by  a  stronger  secret  chain 
Held  captive  in  the  Riverwood  domain. 
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Let  us  describe  the  folk  of  Riverwood, 

A  village  as  it  was  before  the  Flood, 

Two  years — that  is  two  hundred  years — ago. 

(Ah  me  !  the  Deluge  !  still  the  waters  flow. 

And  what  the  Ark  may  save  we  may  not  learn 
Until  the  Dove  with  leaf  in  beak  return.) 

Philip  the  Landlord,  John  the  Parson  good, 

And  Rachel,  Philip’s  wife,  ruled  Riverwood, 

Though  Philip  lived  and  moved  in  ignorance 
Of  Rachel’s  hidden  might  and  dominance, 

But  John  the  dreaming  Priest  had  eyes  to  see 
And  sense  to  apprehend  this  mystery. 

Their  subjects  followed  many  avocations. 

And  diverse  also  were  their  recreations, 

Amongst  which  Cricket  held  an  honoured  place 
Becoming  the  chief  pastime  of  our  race. 

The  Football  Club  was  of  a  later  date, 

And  its  achievement  rather  second-rate. 

Then  there  were  Anglers’,  Bellringers’  and  Bowl  Clubs, 
Technical  Classes,  Beekeepers’  and  Coal  Clubs. 
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The  Antiquarians,  a  learned  band, 

Each  with  his  luncheon-basket  in  his  hand, 

On  summer  days  old  fabrics  visited, 

On  winter  evenings  mutual  papers  read 
Wherein  they  would  opposing  theories  frame 
As  to  how  Riverwood  received  her  name. 

The  Flower  Show  was  widely  patronized. 

And  as  an  annual  stimulus  much  prized ; 

Clubs  too  there  thrived  that  met  on  festal  nights. 
Whose  mystic  discipline  and  secret  rites 
No  uninitiated  person  knows, — 

Oddfellows,  Foresters  and  Buffaloes  ; 

The  Boy-Scouts  in  the  woods  their  craft  displayed, 
And  John  could  boast  a  strong  Church  Lads’  Brigade, 
And  many  another  Institution  flourished 
By  public  rate  or  private  bounty  nourished. 

Philip  to  every  Institution  lent 
The  sanction  of  his  name  as  President 
(Merely  Vice-Presidential  honours  shone 
On  Dr  Dodd,  Brown,  Tomlinson  and  John), 

But,  as  our  other  virtues  fall  away 

Without  the  arch-virtue  Courage  as  their  stay. 

And  only  strong  men  keep  their  goods  intact. 

There  came  the  Territorial  Forces  Act. 
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Old  Riverwood  to  duty’s  call  replied, 

And — spite  of  other  efforts — bravely  tried 
Her  voluntary  quota  to  provide. 

So  some  a-fishing,  some  to  cricket  went, 

More  on  Allotment  grounds  their  leisure  spent, 

A  few  in  arms — no  lump  without  its  leaven — 

Were  yearly  trained  for  fourteen  days, — or  seven, 
And  these  were  looked  on  as  deserving  praise 
And  shooting  prizes  for  their  strenuous  days, 

To  pay  for  which  good  Tomlinson  and  Brown 
Most  generously  put  the  money  down. 

And  all  went  well,  Peace  smiled  upon  the 
scene, 

And  it  was  then  as  it  had  ever  been. 

Yet  Discontent  will  mar  the  fairest  sites, 

And  Riverwood  had  her  Adullamites, 

Cavesmen  who  did  receptive  ears  incline 
To  Jabez  Jones,  a  Methodist  divine. 

For  this,  by  local  chroniclers  ’twas  claimed, 

Philip’s  own  great-great-grandsire  must  be  blamed, 
He,  finding  Wesley  preaching  on  the  green, 
Scattered  the  listening  crowd  with  oaths  obscene, 
Cracking  his  hunting-thong  to  lend  them  speed, — 
The  blood  of  Martyrs  is  the  Church’s  seed. 
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For  all  oppression  Time  at  last  atones. 

As  People’s  Champion  stood  the  Reverend  Jones, 

An  honest  man,  but  of  a  restless  mind 
And  to  a  sort  of  politics  inclined. 

Ah !  Wesley,  it  was  never  thy  command 
Thy  chapels  should  be  built  throughout  the  land 
So  that  the  politician  might  deploy 
His  earthly  programme  of  material  joy. 

And,  Whitefield,  thou  who  preachedst  heavenly 
things, 

To  strange  applause  thy  Tabernacle  rings, 

Still  as  a  Temple  deemed,  and  free  of  the  rate, 

But  noisy  with  political  debate. 

Jabez  was  holding  with  insistent  speech 
His  deacon,  grocer  Jeremiah  Meech, 

(Now  why  do  grocers  all  in  Chapels  pray. 

While  butchers  are  the  Church  of  England’s 
stay  ?) 

He  spoke  of  chariots  sublime,  which  fit 

With  modern  schemes  of  Progress,  trams,  to  wit ; 

From  Slapton  town  to  Riverwood,  in  fine, 

Jabez  desired  to  see  a  tramway-line, 

Electrically  gliding  o’er  the  plain 

And  bringing  light  and  sweetness  in  its  train 
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— A  prospect  which  entirely  failed  to  please 
Reaction  and  her  rural  devotees. 

But  Jeremiah  felt  great  apprehension 

(Of  which  he  was  reluctant  to  make  mention). 

Lest  thrifty  Riverwood  might  pay  its  fares 
And  gainer  be  by  buying  Slapton’s  wares. 

So  scratched  his  Newgate  fringe  and  vaguely  sighed 
As  one  who  selfish  interests  decried. 

Said  Jeremy,  after  reflective  pause, 

“  Why  don’t  you  ask  the  help  of  Mr  Kraws, 

An  able  gentleman,  a  speaker  fine, 

And  in  the  House  of  Commons  bound  to  shine. 

Just  think  of  all  the  pains  you  took  to  win 
His  bye-election,  and  to  get  him  in ; 

After  our  meeting,  I  suggest  you  might 
Have  just  a  quiet  word  with  him  to-night.” 

“  Ah !  Mr  Meech,  that  meeting — we  must  call 
On  all  our  friends  to  come  and  fill  the  hall. 

War  and  War’s  lying  rumours  fill  the  air, 

Militarism  threatens  everywhere. 

The  good  old  cause  which  we  our  own  have  made, 
The  cause  of  Progress,  now  is  in  the  shade. 

’Tis  a  conspiracy  of  Diplomats 
Always  in  league  with  our  Aristocrats 
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To  give  their  friends,  the  Soldiers,  occupation — 

Th’ expense,  of  course,  to  fall  upon  the  nation. 

And  what  has  England,  pray,  to  do  with  War  ? 

Are  not  our  Social  Problems  greater  far  ? 

We  want  to  free  each  non-pro vided  school 
From  every  trace  of  sacerdotal  rule, 

The  fight  against  the  Church  we  want  to  win 
— And  first  with  gallant  little  Wales  begin — 

We  want  to  give  the  People  back  the  Land, 

And  crush  the  Brewer  with  a  righteous  hand. 

We  want  to  smash  the  walls  of  Jericho, 

And  build  the  new  Jerusalem  here  below.” 

Now  fire  began  to  blaze  from  Celtic  eyes 
And  Jabez  swung  his  long  arms  pulpitwise. 

Thereby  some  tins  of  potted  meat  displacing 
Which  Jeremiah’s  counter  had  been  gracing. 

“  What  do  our  Tories  offer  us  instead  ? 

Conscription,  Superstition,  dearer  Bread. 

And  how  much  longer  shall  our  knees  be  bent 
To  priestly  Gallios  of  th’ Establishment 
And  feudal  Squires  who  rear  the  pampered  pheasant. 
Preserve  the  fox,  and  patronize  the  peasant  ?  ” 

But  Jeremy  attention  paid  no  more, 

For  Rachel  had  appeared  w  ithin  his  store. 
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Who  with  an  eye  of  comprehension  viewed 
The  Minister’s  impassioned  attitude. 

Homer  once  sang  how  Aphrodite  wore 
A  girdle  which  some  strange  enchantment  bore, 

A  belt  desirous,  potent  was  its  charm 
The  wisest  of  his  wisdom  to  disarm. 

Did  Rachel’s  charm,  so  potent  and  so  known 
In  Riverwood,  derive  from  such  a  zone  ? 

However  that  may  be,  ’twas  clearly  seen 
She  walked  in  Riverwood  indeed  a  queen. 

Philip  adored  her  as  in  duty  bound. 

As  also  on  high  monogamic  ground, 

And  John,  the  dreaming  Anglican  divine, 

Through  many  a  year  had  worshipped  at  the  shrine 
(For  very  fixed  inveterate  and  chronic 
Is  just  that  sentiment  we  term  Platonic), 

Both  Tomlinson  and  Brown  vowed  she  was  “  grand,” 
And  were  her  humble  servants  to  command. 

And  Jeremy  and  Jabez  thought  the  same. 
Respecting  her  as  a  most  gracious  dame. 

This  lady,  then,  irradiating  light 
And  love  and  humour,  kept  the  village  bright ; 

For  still  the  human  element  surpasses 
Clubs,  Guilds,  Associations,  Evening  Classes. 
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“  I  fear/’  she  smiled,  “  I  break  your  conference, 
And  interrupt  a  flow  of  eloquence.” 

Jabez  a  deprecating  gesture  made, 

While  Jeremy  great  eagerness  betrayed 
The  lady’s  household  wants  to  ascertain ; 

And  quit  his  friend  and  be  a  grocer  plain. 

Just  at  this  moment,  from  the  ancient  street 
Sounded  the  rhythmic  tread  of  marching  feet ; 

Out  came  the  villagers  with  curious  eye 
To  see  their  Territorials  go  by. 

And  sure  they  were,  though  few,  a  gallant  band. 
Proud  was  young  Robert  Dodd  of  his  command 
— Of  him  his  mother  used  to  say,  “  With  Bobby 
This  soldiering  is  really  quite  a  hobby  ” — 

In  fours  some  thirty  marched  in  order  fair, 

Arms  at  the  slope,  chins  raised,  equipped  with  care, 
And  at  the  rear  Rachel’s  young  Harry  stept. 

Careful  that  strict  march  discipline  was  kept. 

Little  they  guessed,  those  lads  of  Riverwood, 

As  off  to  Camp  they  moved  in  careless  mood. 

They  were  not  bound  this  year,  as  formerly, 

For  a  mere  fortnight’s  sojourn  by  the  sea, 

But  all  must  tread  hard  roads  of  toil  or  pain 
And  some  would  scarce  see  Riverwood  again. 
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Thus  they  to  billet  hard,  and  wintry  tent, 

And  flooded  trench  all  unsuspecting  went, 

And  Captain  Robert  Dodd  his  hobby-horse 
Rode  far  and  well,  and  on  a  glorious  course. 

So  Rachel  stood  and  gazed  on  them,  till  last 
From  view  her  Harry’s  brave  young  figure  passed  ; 
And,  as  he  passed  from  sight,  that  son  so  dear. 
Her  mother’s  heart  shook  with  a  sudden  fear, 

For  it  was  written  in  the  book  of  Fate 
That  he  must  die,  and  she  be  desolate. 
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A  prisoner  of  the  shop,  a  red-haired  lad, 

Saw  them  march  off  with  wistful  eyes  and  sad. 
"  Ginger,  my  worthy  friend,”  Rachel  enquired, 
“  Aren’t  you  with  military  ardour  fired  ? 

And  would  you  not  be  very  much  admired 
If  your  young  lady  saw  you  swaggering 
In  uniform, — a  soldier  of  the  King  ?  ” 

And  Ginger  blushed,  and  offered  no  reply. 
But  still  more  ill  at  ease  was  Jeremy, 

For  he  had  rendered  it  to  Ginger  plain 
That  should  he  wish  himself  in  arms  to  train 
(Accepting  thus  a  Royal  invitation). 

He  needs  must  seek  some  other  situation. 
Which  Rachel  knew,  but  ’twas  beyond  her  wit 
For  such  a  case  the  remedy  to  hit. 

She,  homeward  bound,  upon  such  matters 
pondered. 

And  at  the  governance  of  England  wondered. 

King  Edward  at  his  palace  once  addressed 
His  Lords- Lieutenant,  and  his  wish  expressed. 
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He  asked  them  to  deserve  his  Royal  thanks 
By  filling  up  the  Territorial  ranks. 

Straightway  they  rode  to  their  respective 
shires. 

And,  to  fulfil  his  Majesty’s  desires. 

Summoned  their  friends  and  neighbours,  meetings 
held. 

Made  speeches  which  Demosthenes’  excelled. 
Extolling  duty.  But  by  no  means  all 
Who  heard  could  answer  to  the  rousing  call. 

As  here,  more  potent  than  the  finest  speech 
Proved  the  obstructive  might  of  Mr  Meech, 
Showing  the  whole  extensive  plan  to  hinge 
Upon  a  grocer  with  a  Newgate  fringe. 

Truly  such  things  can  scarce  be  understood, 
Except  that  they  took  place  before  the  Flood. 

No  need  good  Ginger  to  commiserate, 

Only  a  few  short  months  had  he  to  wait, — 

A  soldier  brave  he  fought,  and  ended  well. 

And  like  a  man  at  Contalmaison  fell. 

This  day  however  he  in  shop  must  bide 
While  other  work  his  master  occupied. 

One  does  not  Public  Meetings  advertise 
Without  preliminary  measures  wise  ; 
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So  Jeremy  shall  in  committee  sit 

And  lend  his  aid  to  make  arrangements  fit — 

As  who  should  on  the  platform  find  a  place 
(Jabez,  it  was  agreed,  the  chair  would  grace), 

Next  who  the  resolutions  should  propose, 

And  who  second,  and  who  speak  at  the  close, 
Moreover  it  requires  consummate  craft 
These  resolutions  tactfully  to  draft. 

A  doorkeeper  must  also  be  selected 
Of  whom  discrimination  is  expected. 

And,  finally,  one  cannot  do  without 
Strong  Stewards,  sometimes  known  as  “  Chuckers- 
out,” 

Else  unanimity  one  may  not  gain 

And  so  the  meeting  shall  be  held  in  vain. 

The  Chairman  took  his  seat  at  eight  precisely. 
The  doorkeeper  had  done  his  duty  wisely 
(Save  that  he  had  admitted  Mr  Brown 
And  Mr  Tomlinson  of  London  town). 

The  village  hall  was  full  as  it  could  be, 

On  Jabez’  left  sat  Otto  Krauss,  M.P. 

And  on  his  right  Ralph  Loughborough,  K.C. 

Ralph  Loughborough,  a  lawyer  with  ambition 
And  chosen  candidate  for  the  division, 
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Knew  that  in  marching  out  to  storm  the  seat 
He  led  a  hope  forlorn  to  sure  defeat, 

Too  well  entrenched  were  Brewer,  Parson,  Squire, 
Behind  their  barbed  entanglements  of  wire ; 

Still,  though  to  town  he  vanquished  should  return, 
He  reckoned  his  great  party’s  thanks  to  earn. 
Those  who  at  Westminster,  that  palace  grand. 

Can  find  no  sitting  room,  sometimes  command 
Seats  at  a  newer  palace  in  the  Strand. 

The  nominal  occasion  of  the  meeting 
Was  to  accord  their  barrister  a  greeting, 

Who,  on  his  part,  from  this  his  first  excursion 
To  Riverwood  extracted  huge  diversion. 
Straightway  becoming  charmed  with  his  supporters 
And  fascinated  by  their  wives  and  daughters, 

Of  whom  he  reproduced  some  quaint  exemplars 
Next  morning  to  appreciative  Templars. 

The  inner  motive  of  the  gathering, 

Its  true  intention,  had  a  deeper  spring. 

See  ’neath  the  gas-jets  where  the  platform 
lends 

Due  prominence  to  Progress  and  her  friends. 

Idealistic  men  who  saw  no  reason 

Why  Progress  now  should  languish  for  a  season, 

30 


THE  SHADOW 


And  from  the  villages  their  way  had  wended 
To  rally  to  their  Cause  so  vague  and  splendid. 

And  what  meant  Progress  in  that  bygone  age  ? 

It  was  the  Politician’s  pilgrimage 
Unto  the  fairest  city  ever  seen, 

A  sort  of  beatific  Golder’s  Green, 

Whose  streets  should  Ways  be  called,  exceeding  wide 
And  by  ten  thousand  plane-trees  beautified. 

Where  thrifty  folk  of  earnest  dispositions 
Could  freehold  lots  acquire  on  good  conditions, 
Build  gabled  dwellings,  lay  out  gardens  neat 
With  neatly  gravelled  paths  from  door  to  street. 
There  men  wear  soft  felt  hats  and  suits  of  frieze 
And  women  sandals  and  the  garb  of  Greece, 

There  Anti-Vaccinationists  sleep  quiet 
And  Vegetarians  boast  their  grassy  diet, 

There  Secondary  Schools  their  doors  ope  wide. 

And  “Higher  Elementary”  are  tried. 

No  Soldier  there  is  seen,  nor  Inn,  nor  Horse, 

Nor  aught  that’s  feudal,  retrograde  or  coarse, 

But  Trams  from  constant  service  never  rest 
Connecting  with  a  Tube  that  city  blest. 

This  was  the  earthly  city  they  required, 

And  not  so  much  the  heavenly  one  desired, 
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Preferring  solid  boons  derived  from  rates 
To  jasper  bulwarks  and  to  pearly  gates. 

Their  leader  was  a  bold,  resourceful  man, 

Well  skilled  their  long  victorious  march  to  plan. 

He  taught  them  how  to  subjugate  the  foes 
That  lay  between  them  and  their  journey’s  close  ; 

As  such  the  Peers,  the  Church,  the  Land,  the 
“  Trade,” 

And,  latterly,  the  Army  was  portrayed. 

These  with  Vituperations  first  he  shelled, 

And  if  their  battered  trenches  still  they  held. 

By  massed  attacks  of  Votes  the  rout  completed. 

The  Peers  laid  down  their  arms  and  fled  defeated ; 
The  Land,  the  Church,  the  “Trade,”  by  Peers 
unaided, 

Were  like  to  be  outflanked  and  enfiladed. 

Bold  was  their  David,  and  with  glory  crowned, 

In  fierce  intestine  strife  a  chief  renowned, 

Now  to  more  national  and  public  ends 
His  fiery  zeal  and  energy  he  lends. 

But  listen  how  tumultuous  plaudits  greet 
Herr  Otto  as  he  rises  from  his  seat, 

A  thick-necked  man,  in  English  manner  dressed. 

Of  fluent  English  it  must  be  confessed. 
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His  task  was  very  noble,  very  high, 

And  drew  a  tear  from  many  a  feeling  eye. 

He  cried  down  military  preparations 
As  treason  to  the  Brotherhood  of  Nations, 

“  In  Chermany,  that  land  I  know  zo  well, 

We  want  with  other  lands  in  peace  to  dwell, 

The  Kaiser — vot  a  vrend  to  peace  he’s  proved ! 

(Ah  !  how  your  Queen  Victoria  he  loved  !) 

Has  vowed, <r  With  God’s  good  help  zo  long  I  reign, 
Peace  it  shall  be  my  mission  to  maintain.’ 

One  feels  zo  sad,  when  one  hears  beeble  say, 
England  and  Chermany  must  fight  one  day.’ 

Vot?  two  great  beebles  of  the  self-same  race  ! 

Such  notions  our  humanity  disgrace. 

The  workers  of  both  nations  would  decide 
That  such  a  war  is  worse  than  Fratricide. 

What  differences,  bray,  has  either  nation 
That  cannot  be  arranged  by  Arbitration  ? 

If  we,  to  settle  them,  like  beasts  must  fight 
Civilization  must  be  bankrupt  quite. 

Let  us  not  be  obsessed  by  thoughts  of  War, 

All  such  ideas,  my  vrends,  are  meant  to  draw 
Our  minds  from  Zocial  Brogress ;  let  us  ban 
This  Treason  to  the  Brotherhood  of  Man.” 
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He  had  an  unctuous  style  and  guttural  voice, 

This  stranger  of  progressive  Slapton’s  choice, 

And  whence  he  came  (and  whither  soon  he  went), 
And  what  his  business  was  a  wonderment. 

But  none  the  less  the  village  hall  resounded 
With  cheers  that  showed  a  confidence  unbounded. 
For  Brotherhood  of  Man  was  still  a  phrase 
Of  force  mesmeric  in  those  ancient  days, 

And  Cosmopoliticians  told  the  tale 
In  every  smiling  Auburn  of  the  vale. 

But  Tomlinson  and  Brown  cheered  not  at  all, 
Seated  in  their  far  corner  of  the  hall, 

Men  of  obdurate  will  and  stubborn  mind, 

And  to  the  charms  of  Progress  very  blind, 

’Tis  thought  they  had  some  grudge  against  H  err  Krauss 
Who  once  had  been  a  member  of  their  “  House  ” 
(But  by  the  City’s  denizens  was  viewed 
As  scarce  a  paragon  of  rectitude). 

They  cared  not  for  the  boons  of  highest  worth 
Promised  by  Jabez  to  the  saints  on  earth, 

And  to  the  claims  of  Garden  Cities  lent 
Attention  careless  and  indifferent ; 

To  make  a  public  protest  was  their  aim 

Against  Herr  Krauss,  and  that  was  why  they  came. 
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The  ending  of  the  sermon  demagogic 
Appeared  to  Brown  the  moment  psychologic  ; 

From  out  his  coat  he  pulled  a  sort  of  scroll 
On  which  there  had  been  drawn  a  Teuton  droll, 
With  all  traditional  concomitants 
— Pipe,  sausage,  dachshund  and  ill-fitting  pants, 
And,  underneath,  the  words :  “  Why  have  you  sent 
This  German  swindler  Krauss  to  Parliament?” 

Then  to  the  platform  outraged  and  amazed 
The  picture  with  its  shocking  query  raised. 

Oh !  reader,  have  you  ever  rashly  spread 
Before  an  angry  bull  a  kerchief  red  ? 

Or  have  you  ever  tried  to  dispossess 
Of  her  loved  cub  a  Libyan  lioness  ? 

Or  to  abstract  by  enterprise  illegal 
An  oval  trophy  from  a  sitting  eagle  ? 

Then  you  imperfectly  can  gauge  the  measure 
Of  those  assembled  earnest  men’s  displeasure. 

The  Chairman  glanced  at  Mr  Krauss  with  eyes 
Of  pained  but  interrogative  surprise, 

Krauss  gave  a  nod,  at  once  six  stewards  rose, 

There  was  a  muffled  sound  of  oaths  and  blows, 

Of  breaking  chairs  and  bodies  falling  down, 

And  through  the  doors  went  Tomlinson  and  Brown. 
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Great  was  the  widespread  power  of  the  Kaiser 
In  England  then,  but  are  we  now  much  wiser  ? 
’Mid  English  cheers  that  influence  so  fell 
By  English  hands  could  Englishmen  expel 
From  public  meeting  in  those  ancient  days 
— Some  fear  it  still  survives  in  hidden  ways. 
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War’s  Shadow  lengthened  daily,  and  began 
To  darken  all  the  fearful  thoughts  of  man. 

Already  over  Russia  it  had  swept, 

Austria,  Germany,  and  onward  crept 

To  England — England’s  days  of  peace  were  numbered, 

And  still,  to  outward  eye,  the  village  slumbered. 

The  Antiquarians  still  made  their  trips, 

Oddfellows  still  enjoyed  Oddfellowships, 

Still  at  Committees  minutes  were  approved 
And  hearty  votes  of  thanks  to  Chairmen  moved. 

Howbeit  the  surface  calm  of  Riverwood 
Did  ill  reflect  her  troubled  inner  mood. 

In  ancient  Inns  wise  men  were  heard  to  state 
That  things  might  happen  soon  of  import  great. 

And  that  the  time  had  come  to  set  our  face 
And  put  all  other  nations  in  their  place. 

Though,  as  to  whether  we  the  strength  possessed, 
Much  difference  of  opinion  was  expressed. 

Few  could,  like  Belloc,  land-campaigns  prepare, 

Like  Pollen,  adumbrate  the  “  Sea  Affair,” 
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Yet  still  much  comfort  did  our  fleet  afford 
Colleagued  with  the  Czar's  unnumbered  horde. 

But  Tomlinson  and  Brown,  those  brokers  brave. 
Now  walked  with  heavy  hearts  and  faces  grave. 

Too  late,  as  downward  crashed  their  stocks  and 
shares. 

They  wished  that  they  had  been  not  Bulls,  but 
Bears. 

Per  contra  Garraway,  by  holding  over 
His  haystack,  was  to  find  himself  in  clover. 

Herr  Krauss  had  vanished  utterly  one  night 
Into  the  Dammerung  and  Ewigkeit, 

First  sending  home  reports  to  glad  the  eye 
Of  Wilhelm’s  Highly- Well-Born  Oberspy, 

In  which  he  dealt  at  length  with  Riverwood 
And  Slapton  town  and  all  the  neighbourhood, 

“  I  altogether  the  impression  gained 
That  Peace  at  any  Price  will  be  maintained. 

As  in  preceding  letters  I  made  mention 
Of  serious  political  dissension, 

Now  of  the  Nonconformists  shall  I  write 
— And  their  diversity  is  infinite — 

As  Portsmouth  Brothers,  Early  Methodists, 
Wesleyans,  Baptists  and  Salvationists, 
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But  all  their  ministers  with  influence  great 
Are  full  of  disaffection  to  the  State. 

Assuredly,  if  we  a  force  should  land. 

We  their  co-operation  could  command.” 

Much  more  he  wrote  to  indicate  Dissent 
As  a  grave  danger  to  our  Government, 

Quoting  good  Jabez’  unrestrained  oration, 

And  waggish  Loughborough’s  private  conversation, 
And,  ending,  very  humbly  he  expressed 
For  further  funds  a  dutiful  request. 

In  his  accounts  of  England,  ’tis  averred. 

Their  Prince  Lichnowsky  similarly  erred, 

Here  too  the  wish  was  father  to  the  thought. 

And  spoilt  the  usefulness  of  the  report. 

Again  his  sermon  John  sat  down  to  ponder. 

Again  from  his  control  his  thoughts  would  wander. 
At  last,  desisting  from  the  vain  essay, 

He  rose  and  to  the  churchyard  took  his  way. 

For  his  lone  heart,  when  sad  and  overcast, 

Was  wont  to  seek  a  solace  from  the  past. 

The  monuments  and  graves  brought  back  to 
mind 

Many  a  face  familiar,  homely,  kind  ; 
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There  lay  the  Schoolmaster  the  yew-tree  near, 

And  by  him  lay  his  wife — John  saw  them  clear. 
There  his  churchwarden  Farmer  Andrew  slept, 
Above  whose  tomb  a  buxom  angel  wept, 

And  there  his  old  maid  Deborah  rested  well, 
Waiting  the  trumpet  note  of  Gabriel. 

John  saw  them  all  as  when  they  were  alive, 

No  name  but  did  some  memory  revive. 

And  thinking  from  what  trouble  these  were  freed, 
It  seemed  to  him  the  dead  were  blest  indeed. 

A  place  called  Parsons’  Corner  more  than  all 
Attracted  him,  hard  by  the  churchyard  wall. 

Where  certain  of  his  predecessors  found 
Their  narrow  portion  of  the  holy  ground. 

There  did  old  Hawke  the  resurrection  wait, 

A  priest  who  thrice  a  week  to  hounds  rode  straight. 
And  here  was  Stephen  Oriel’s  last  home, 

Who  nearly  followed  Newman’s  steps  to  Rome. 
Next  him  was  added  to  the  sleeping  quorum 
Hugh  Ridley,  “  Malleus  Catholicorum,” 

And  by  him  Waters  Strong,  who  made  appear 
That  all  our  wickedness  derives  from  Beer. 

Then  Loveland  Black,  who  to  Uganda’s  need 
More  almost  than  to  Riverwood’s  gave  heed. 
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Kind  as  the  Church,  the  comprehensive  earth 
Held  all  alike  until  their  second  birth. 

The  parson,  turning  round,  saw  Rachel  there 
Tending  her  dead  girl’s  grave  with  loving  care ; 

The  oldest  wounds  can  renovate  their  pain, 

And  John  well  knew  that  hers  oft  bled  again. 

Rachel.  What  make  you  here,  good  John,  roaming 
alone 

’Mid  grassy  mounds  and  monuments  of  stone  ? 

John.  Rachel,  as  time  goes  on,  I  more  and  more 
On  quiet  meditation  set  great  store. 

Rachel.  Alas  !  you  scholars  seem  to  me  to  find 
The  Past  too  strong  a  magnet  for  the  mind. 

Live  in  the  present,  try,  before  too  late 
The  Free  Church  ministers  to  emulate. 

I  heard  our  Jabez,  not  so  long  ago. 

Thundering  against  some  “  cultured  Gallio.” 

John.  Though  Jabez  furiously  rage  and  bellow, 

I  like  the  man,  he  is  an  honest  fellow, 

A  fighting  man,  and  I  dare  prophesy 
He’ll  doff  his  gown  and  as  a  soldier  die. 

Rachel.  You  both  are  worthy  men,  beyond  a  doubt. 
So,  wise  John,  tell  me  how  it  comes  about 
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That  very  worthy  men  in  Church  and  State 
Must  in  opposing  camps  stand  separate. 

John.  I  think,  my  friend,  that  Philip  you  should  ask 
To  justify  the  State — not  mine  the  task. 

Nor  to  discover  from  what  fatal  hour 

Two  factions  have  in  turn  usurped  her  power. 

The  Church  too  once  from  schism  was  wholly  free, 
Her  people  flocked  to  service  joyfully. 

Five  hundred  years  ago  already  stood. 

Built  by  her  folk,  this  church  of  Riverwood ; 

Down  that  church  path  on  every  holy  day 
Joyous  processions  wound  their  stately  way, 

And  all  within  was  full  of  splendid  things. 

And  all  these  were  the  people’s  offerings. 

Glass  wonderfully  painted,  hangings  rare, 

Vessels  of  gold,  a  carven  rood-screen  fair, 

No  wonder  that  they  loved  to  worship  there. 

Their  lives  were  hard,  their  lord  might  claim  their 
toil ; 

In  his  demesne  compelled  to  till  the  soil. 

To  squalid  huts  at  night  their  way  they  trod, — 

But  all  were  sharers  in  this  House  of  God. 

Then  came  a  time  these  things  were  stolen  away 
And  fell  to  sacrilege  and  greed  a  prey. 
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The  Panther  stripped  the  Hind,  drove  her  to  dwell 
With  Boar  and  Bear — you  know  the  Parable ; 

Since  then  the  forest  company’s  increased 
By  many  an  uncouth,  many  a  savage,  beast 
Who  roar  and  fight,  but  ne’er  their  voices  raise 
In  unison  to  their  Creator’s  praise. 

Rachel.  But  gently,  John,  I  fear  that  you  present 
Somewhat  too  well  the  Roman  argument. 

John.  Think  then  that  Father  Flannagan  has 
spoken, 

But  be  of  cheer, — though  outward  forms  be  broken. 
Surely  each  Catholic  and  loving  heart 
Shall  union  still  create,  preserve,  impart. 

And  natures  like  your  own  shall  be  our  stay 
And  bring  us  through  the  dreadful  coming  day. 

The  dame  at  her  companion  looked  askance. 

With  a  quick,  humorous,  understanding  glance. 

Deep  her  perceptions,  if  her  words  were  few  ; 

She  knew  him  better  than  himself  he  knew. 

His  thought  of  her,  religiously  refined 
In  mystical  recesses  of  his  mind, 

She  also  knew,  and  his  abstracted  life  ; 

— And  simply  wished  him  children  and  a  wife. 
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“But  here/’  said  she,  “there  is  another  knot 
Unites  us  all,  which  you,  John,  have  forgot. 

So  now  ’tis  time  our  footsteps  we  were  pressing 
To  find  out  how  the  Cricket  is  progressing, 

Perhaps  ’twill  be  the  last  match  they  will  play 
At  Riverwood  for  many  and  many  a  day.” 

Philip  was  author  of  a  publication, 

Cricket's  Good  Influence  upon  the  Nation , 

And  practised  what  he  preached  with  all  his  might. 
Leading  his  village  team  in  flannels  white. 

So  all  the  villagers  of  every  sort 

Came  up  on  Saturdays  to  watch  the  sport. 

It  was  War’s  eve,  their  need  had  been  revealed. 

To  their  old  god  small  wonder  they  appealed, 

“  O  Cricket,  hear  us  !  ”  well  might  they  have  cried 
And  cut  themselves  with  knives  till  eventide. 

There  Tomlinson  and  Brown  you  might  have  seen 
With  youthful  ardour  coursing  o’er  the  green. 
Though  bad  the  times,  as  is  the  English  wont 
They  hid  their  heavy  hearts  with  cheerful  front, 

And  not  for  nothing  had  it  been  their  aim, 

Whate’er  their  luck,  to  earn  the  “Sportsman’s”  name. 

Likewise  the  gentlefolk  of  the  neighbourhood 
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Assembled  round  the  match  at  Riverwood. 

The  men  watched,  but  the  ladies,  rather  bored. 
Topics  of  social  interest  explored — 

Their  husbands  and  their  daughters  and  their  nieces. 
Their  motor-cars’  astonishing  caprices, 

Their  nurses  and  their  cooks  (how  hard  to  please), 
Their  gardens  and  their  little  Pekinese, 

Their  handicaps  at  golf,  their  boys’  exams. 

And  “  Must  we  really  have  those  horrid  trams  ?  ” 
Thus  they  began,  but  soon  the  converse  light 
Before  one  speculation  faded  quite, 

One  question  grim — “  Was  England  going  to  fight  ?  ” 
Then,  so  divergent  is  the  thought  of  man, 
Through  minds  perplext  another  question  ran ; 

Since  to  expect  a  War  there  were  strong  grounds, 

“  Pray  what  would  happen  as  regards  f  the  Hounds’?” 
The  Marquis  having  published  his  intent 
To  give  them  up,  and  join  his  regiment. 

Wise  Doctor  Dodd  many  for  counsel  press. 

Always  their  guide  and  friend  in  time  of  stress. 

From  school  and  college  many  a  stripling  lad 
Joined  in  the  contest  and  the  scene  made  glad : 
Sometimes  a  Mother’s  anxious  eye  would  rove 
To  seek  her  son,  who  with  his  compeers  strove, 
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And,  suddenly  afraid,  a  prayer  would  frame 
That  hungry  War  this  victim  would  not  claim. 

The  Cherubim  who,  when  our  World  began, 

As  sentries  set  to  stay  the  fall  of  Man 
Guarded  the  eastern  gate  of  Paradise, 

Like  these,  heroic  games  did  exercise. 

But  nigh  at  hand  their  heavenly  arms  (we’re  told). 
Hung  high  with  diamond  jiaming  and  with  gold. 

God,  who  could  in  His  Majesty  confide, 

Natheless  His  armies  did  with  arms  provide ; 
All-wise  He  made  His  Angel-outposts  sure. 

Were  we  then  than  th’ Almighty  more  secure  ? 

Or  did  we  for  a  Sacrifice  prepare 

These  griefless  youths,  so  kind,  so  debonair. 

To  be  th’unselfish  Saviours  and  Redeemers 
Of  th’ elder  men,  the  dreamers  and  the  schemers, 

To  answer  for  their  sins,  and,  nothing  loth, 

To  pay  the  penalty  for  others’  sloth  ? 

From  all  the  homes  they  gladdened  they  are 
gone, 

For  many  a  father  must  the  son  atone. 

No  Ram  now  in  the  Thicket  may  be  found 
To  save  the  victim  to  the  altar  bound. 
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And  still  they  go,  our  dearest  and  our  best. 

They  go  and  leave  us  with  a  smile  and  jest, 

In  shell-swept  trench  to  snatch  a  scanty  sleep. 

Ere  daybreak  o’er  the  parapet  to  leap. 

And  swift  as  in  their  boyish  sports  the  feet 
That  bear  them  on  their  wounds  and  death  to  meet. 
Oh  ne’er  forgot !  whose  spirits  in  release 
Bless  Riverwood  and  all  the  haunts  of  peace. 

An  old  chime  sounded  on  the  evening’s  calm, 

A  grave  white-coated  umpire  raised  his  arm. 

The  game  was  ended,  fairly  fought  and  well. 

And  o’er  the  grass  an  elm’s  long  shadow  fell. 
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